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Death at the go board will be 
quick for me, slumped, face down 
on the wide grid of numbered spaces. 
As I fall I overturn the solid block 
of cedar, hard, onto my opponent's foot. 
The bruise seeps out from his ankle like 
a shockwave, the white and black stones 
scattering and rolling away, swiveling to a stop 
on the new, unused tatami. 
It is a Sunday, gray, with drizzling 
rain, cherry blossom petals drifting 
at the base of a mailbox, a phone booth. 
I am pronounced dead as the sun peeks 
from the clouds, and for an instant there is 
a glow in the room, the faces, the black 
stone stuck to my cheek. 
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We will never enter history 
or will enter it only if we die accidentally, 
together in a fire in this hotel 
or are discovered while walking, however careful, 
together in a park. 
Otherwise you must watch like a stranger 
from the waiting room 
of a hospital where I am dying 
or I must not look at you 
as we brush past each other in a crowded bus, 
only my thumb quickly across your shoulder— 
the same gesture with which 
you would wipe tears from a child's eye. 
This other life is a rumor, 
so I must remember you 
in the memory of skin 
and in the mistrust of a nerve's chaos 
to recreate the gravity 
of your hand 
when your hand 
is no longer there: 
the way we must remember all 
that will not be told as story. 
five 
I let it slip that I am a lover 
of skeletons and like a firefly 
she made light of it. And like a flash 
of a dream she raised her hands 
to her waist. And like a camera 
had flashed my eyes strained to see 
through the shock of light. The dizziness-- 
the irritating shock, and underneath, 
a grotesque predictability, like the seventh 
hour of the shift at Ford Motor Co., 
laying the shells of cars waiting for the 
guts. We've all spent our bodies. 
But why do they come from her easy laugh, 
and why must I tell the world that I am 
a skeleton-lover, that I don't know yet, 
that holy light (all light is), I could live 
without, as many do, in exchange 
for the bones still standing. 
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Letter 	 to a Stranger. Bill 
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kiss, you could have the illusion 
of having known me for years, 
of being present in my past. But 
if we could touch each other 
it would be in this way: 
that we would never pretend to be 
less alone the way family or 
old friends or lovers do. 
Our letters would contain all 
the distance and formality and slow, 
careful tenderness of strangers. 
I kept thinking that I should tell you 
about this creak in the floor 
of my grandparents' house. There 
was a white clock on the wall 
ticking too loudly and the hallway 
groaned when anyone got up in the night. 
When we were pulled from our sleep 
by the smoke filling our air, the floor 
panicked with us, the boards shrieking 
higher and quicker in our hurry. 
Really, this letter should have been 
written to someone I know. So I 
apologize. Not because writing to you 
is difficult, but because it should 
be years from now and more distant, 
more informative of my life since you 
last saw me. Unless I wrote to you 
about a sky I saw that looked just 
as though it belonged above us in a field - 
by ourselves if we knew each other 
well enough - or of a song playing 
on the radio - if I listened to the radio. 
Because if I write to you about those 
floors creaking or my grandparents 
or something else personal like my first 
I see you standing in the center 
f a photograph. For a second, 
I can hear the sound of the rain, 
d it sounds like your voice. The birds 
cry, blue and green, and the sun 
is quiet. The grass eats any memory 
have of movement. I could be wrong, 
ut I thought this was memory. 
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Everything said last night is twisted 
in the sheets this morning, discarded 
by the places our bodies lay. 
We talked of coming back to ourselves. 
In the sheets this morning discarded, 
we existed before ourselves, 
we talked of coming back to ourselves, 
hoped to find what was lost 
when we existed before ourselves. 
Under memory smoothed over, 
we hoped to find what was lost 
in the quiet of our bedroom. 
Under memory smoothed over, 
by the places our bodies lay 
in the quiet of our bedroom, 
everything said last night is twisted. 
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MOVniliTonight I will tell you things I have 
never told before, like about the spider 
web that holds together my window sill, 
or perhaps the way small white flowers 
grow in the cracks of sidewalks, 
each petal perfectly smooth and round. 
Or if I were to tell you of today, I would 
speak of the swallow that flew into our 
window, and how my fingers held its feathers. 
I would have used these fingers to hold 
the glass, the way the threads 
of your clothes hold you together. 
Or the way the cracks in your hands 
fill with soap and water, or how today 
a young boy waited for a call to prayer. 
And today, how the sun held the drizzle of rain, 
as the wind held the hum of vespers and 
tonight how a cartographer loses his lines 
as the earth is held together 
by pieces of moonlight. 
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The morning's spilled coffee grains 
fan out on my kitchen's white tile, 
tipped from the caked spoon edge and gone 
under bare soles crevassing with morning grit. 
The tile, white sprinkled and gone 
to gray, is texured like a map of gridded 
Palestine or the streets of Yemen - 
Full of grains, colors and corners, luminous 
in the glow of a radio's turning dial 
and the aroma of coffee, lacquered 
over the city's burning face like a salve - 
The river's black face silvered to a leprous sheen 
that night, and the coffee drinkers in the morning's 
pink air looked in every direction, but all they 
could see were undulating bridges reflected gray 
to the casting belligerence of bird calls and radio broadcasts. 
I smell it, even in my sleep 
especially when the wind's coming in with rain. 
After the flood last autumn 
I took a photograph from the tabled banks of a restaurant, 
riverfront skimmed with tubercolic patterns of leaves 
brilliant only in the flash 
coming through the restaurant's rusted rails 
like stuttered breaths from a latticed moon. 
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A Weekend With the Enanyc*-017/ 636//70' 
On August 20th of this year, Arthur M. Maclntyre had a tumor the size of a golf 
ball removed from his brain. It's true. I read it in Jerry's notebook, and Jerry is very 
thorough when it comes to that notebook. That's his job, though. He's a scribe, which 
means he's meant to follow doctors around and write down everything that they do in 
surgery. 
"What does a tumor the size of a golf ball look like?" I ask when Jerry comes back in 
from the bathroom. 
"What the hell are you doing in here?" he asks in a testy voice. "Have you been looking 
at my books again?" 
I tell him that I have the day off, and yes, I have. 
We go back and forth for a few minutes. To sum up all this clutter we call a 
conversation, Jerry feels violated when I refuse to respect his personal and professional 
privacy by coming into his office uninvited and reading his journals. I contest that he 
should know better than to leave his space unchecked when people are destined to be 
walking by it. Jerry, incidentally, feels that this is no excuse for the way that I act. He 
even threatens to call Blackwell on me. 
When that comes up, I say, "Fine, I will never again come into your stupid office 
and look at your stupid journals filled with your stupid patients and your stupid 
confidentiality. Okay?" 
Jerry nods uncertainly, still looking pretty ticked. Despite that look, I ask again: 
"What does a tumor the size of a golf ball look like?" 
Jerry does not want me to know, and furthermore, he doesn't have the time to entertain 
me and my questions even if he wanted to. He's a busy man. Most doctor-types are, 
even if they're only doctors-in-training. So I leave his office, saying that even we simple 
elementary school custodians have a lot to do. 
You may be shocked to learn how easy it is to find those used biohazard bags that 
doctors throw all the unwanted stuff into. Perhaps this is because these bags normally 
contain used cotton swabs and things of that nature. You know, uninteresting stuff. 
Occasionally, though, a doctor puts something interesting in a biohazard bag. You 
know, like a tumor the size of a golf ball. 
When I get home, I place the orange bag marked "Maclntyre" on my kitchen table and 
sit down, facing it. It sits there, unmoving. 
"I know you're in there," I say. It remains silent. "What we're going to do," I tell it, 
cautiously, "is called rehabilitation. I realize that you're young, but we need to get this 
done as soon as possible." I tap the side of my head. "Shock therapy, you see." I reach 
forward and tear open the bag. "You've just been rescued from certain annihilation," 
I tell the tumor as it plops onto my table like a slab of meat, "so I don't want any 
complaints about the decor." 
I don't really expect it to talk back, but when you're doing something like this, it requires 
a certain level of ceremony. I lean forward now until my chin rests on the tabletop. I am 
eye-level with it, this tumor the size of a golf ball, and I am reasonably unimpressed. I 
expected something...grander. More fearsome. It wasn't so scary up dose. 
"This is your home for now," I say to it. "You are The Enemy, a bloodthirsty beast 
with no regard for human feelings. You are a threat to all Mankind." 
The tumor sits there, unmoving, unfeeling. 
"However," I say, sitting back, "I don't believe in lost causes. I think that there is hope 
for you yet." I pat the tumor softly and grin. 
"We're just going to have to take it one day at a time." 
The next day is Saturday, another day off for me. I somehow always knew that 
cleaning up after grade-school kids would be the right profession. It gives me all sorts 
of free time to pursue my Big Projects. 
This is different, though, totally different from all the other Projects. This isn't like the 
toe. This is big stuff. This is important. 
I wake up in the morning and find the tumor where I left it, in a mason jar next to 
the only other captive that I have ever taken, Jean the goldfish, and his bowl. Both are 
resting comfortably on the kitchen counter. I take the tumor out and place 
it back on the table. 
"Alright," I say, pacing, "let's begin. As I have already established, you are 
The Enemy. There is a ruling elite here on Earth; they call themselves 
Humanity. You are a killer, a being whose very existence means the 
suffering and death of one of Humanity. We seem to be at an impasse. As 
it currently stands, we cannot coexist. Therefore, something must change." 
I lean in dose to the tumor. "You must change." I stand back, let that sink in for 
a moment — drama is nine-tenths of the teaching process — and then continue. 
"Here is what we know. You are what they call a cancer. A blight, a disease, 
whatever. If nature had worked towards its appropriate ends, you would 
simply be a bit of Arthur Madntyre. Instead, you came into being and 
began fighting for dominance." 
I sit down facing the tumor. "You have to understand, Humanity has been 
here for only so long, but it has been in charge for pretty much our entire 
existence. It will not go down without a fight. You need to see just what 
it is that you are killing. I would rather see mercy from you than genocide 
from Humanity. So, what we're doing here is educating you. I think that 
if you saw Humanity from out here rather than from the insides, you'll see 
that it's not just fat cells and blood and diseased livers. 
"On the outside," I assure it, "Humanity really isn't so bad." 
We watch some movies that I forgot to return to Blockbuster last 
month. I start out with "It's A Wonderful Life," then "Mr. Smith Goes 
To Washington." At this point, I realize that the tumor, who I have 
named Fidel, might start appreciating just Jimmy Stewart instead of all of 
Humanity, so I switch to "The Santa Clause" and then "Life." The tumor 
sits beside me on the couch, mesmerized. 
"I hope some of this is getting through to you," I say as we watch Tim  
Allen riding in a flying sleigh with his son. "This is what you're ruining." Allen does 
his trademark grunt, and I stare pointedly at Fidel. "Pay attention," I tell him. "This is 
what it's all about." 
The next day I decide that the tumor, who I have renamed Rasputin, should go meet 
the man who witnessed firsthand the life-and-death struggle that he, Rasputin, had 
been a part of. I decide that he must learn about conflict. 
Jerry is at home, just a few blocks away, washing his car. He looks pretty angry when 
he sees me approaching. He lets it slide, though, and just returns to wiping down 
his vehicle. He says nothing when I call out a greeting. I say "Hi" again, from the 
sidewalk, and he responds by asking why I'm wearing a jacket without looking up at 
me. I tell him that it's rather chilly out, but that's not really true — it's the end of August 
and still quite warm, but I have a sneaking suspicion that Jerry will get rather upset if he 
finds out that I'm in possession of a refugee from the hospital, so I'm wearing the jacket 
to conceal Rasputin. Jerry doesn't seem to care. He just shakes his head and continues 
to wipe down the car without looking up. 
I sit in the grass in front of his single-story home and think about how to go about this. 
"Hey Jerry," I say. Jerry grunts at me, somewhat in the style of Tim Allen. I nudge the 
inside pocket of my jacket to let Rasputin know that this is important. "How come you 
have so much money and such a big house, but you don't have a girlfriend or a wife or 
something?" 
Jerry sighs and stops rubbing down the car. "You know why." 
I shake my head. "I forgot." 
"The hell you did," he says, blue eyes ablaze. "It's the whole reason you tracked me 
down at the hospital in the first place." 
He goes on in sort of a rant here, saying how I have to be some sort of sociopath to not 
respect people the way that I do. He goes on about how I sneak into his office, and read 
his books, and that I probably, no, I had to have done the same things to Blackwell. I tell 
him that this isn't fair. In truth, I tell him, he's being a little overdramatic. Just because he 
doesn't have as good a relationship with our therapist as I do, I tell him, that's no reason to 
start hurling accusations at me. Jerry starts ranting again, for a good five minutes, even. 
In the end he just throws down his rag and goes inside. 
I'm a little disappointed that he doesn't want to take part in this Big Project, that he 
doesn't want to use his experience to better life on this planet as we know it. I still think 
that Rasputin should hear this, though, so I tell him about it as we trek back home. 
Jerry is like a great deal of people in that he believes that sex should be a shared 
encounter between two human beings. It's a wonderful idea, but Jerry doesn't think 
that anyone (besides him) actually practices such a thing. According to Jerry, everyone 
really believes that sex is a commodity, a resource, that is controlled by women. Men 
think that to get sex, they have to do things to please the women so that they will 
allow the sex to be had. Men have been thinking this way since medieval days, when 
chivalrous knights roamed the land and such, and because of it, women think that 
it's true as well. This, however, ruins sex as a shared experience. It is implied that the 
man must work for the woman's consent, which gives women the upper hand in all 
sexual relationships, which means that sex is no longer a shared experience between two 
equals. There is a master, and a slave. 
"My point with all this," I tell Rasputin, "is that Jerry is trying to educate the world. 
He's a smart man, and this idea of his proves it. That's the whole reason I set out to be 
his friend. Right now, sex exists as a conflict, you see? Jerry wants to stop the conflict 
by teaching the two sides to coexist, how to circumvent it. 
"It's very virtuous work," I tell Rasputin. "Conflicts harm everyone involved. This 
particular conflict leads to all sorts of problems, like rape, and marriage, and lifetimes 
of virginity. All of these things can lead to lowered self-esteem on both sides, which can 
lead to suicide. Coexistence is important for both sides, because it is the best way to 
ensure the survival of both of them. There cannot be dominance on one side. Do you 
get it?" 
There is no response from Rasputin. 
I sigh. "This is you and Humanity. You tumors need to realize that if you refuse to 
work with Humanity then there is conflict, outright war. There will be heavy casualties 
on both sides, but I should point out that, eventually, you will lose. Humanity has  
better technology, better weapons. Eventually, you will not have a prayer. Now do 
you get it?" 
Rasputin remains silent and heavy within my pocket, obviously weighing my words 
within whatever mind he has. 
Monday morning I have to get up and go to work. I take The Enemy, who I now 
call Joseph, from his mason jar bed and set him on the couch. I turn the TV to the 
ABC Family channel. The Olsen twins are in Paris today. 
"Pay attention," I say as I walk out the door. "There's going to be a test on this later." 
School is just down the block, and I have to be there before the kids do. Work 
isn't much to talk about; I sweep and mop half the building each day, twice in the 
cafeteria. It doesn't require much thought, which means that I can devote more 
time to planning my Projects. 
I leave work at five thirty after giving my half of the school a good scrub-down. I pick 
up a paper as I walk back home. It might prove to be of some interest to Joe. 
When I get home, I leaf through the paper. There are articles about war and violence 
and things like that. None of that is really appropriate for what I'm trying to do. 
Instead, I flip to the funnies, then set Joseph on "Family Circus." I instruct him to 
study it hard — especially Jeffie — and then get to work on dinner. 
Blackwell calls me at seven o'clock. He ignores the pleasantries and greets me with 
a "Jerry tells me that you've been following him again." 
I pretend that he can see me and smile big. "I just happened to be in the 
neighborhood and thought I would say hi." 
"You went to his office," Blackwell said. "On Friday. I've told you about bothering 
him." 
twenty eight 
Normally, I like to make Blackwell think that he intimidates me, that he's my boss 
or something. But he and I both know that I am not like the rest of his patients. 
"I'm sorry, Dr. Blackwell," I say, "but I really can't talk right now. I'm busy baking 
an apple pie for my friend Joseph." 
There is a short pause, and Blackwell says, "Who's Joseph?" 
"He's a good guy, deep at heart," I tell him. "He just needs to be shown the right 
path." 
Blackwell starts to say something, but I cut him off. "Tell Jerry not to worry about 
me, okay?" I say. "I'm done. I'm on to something now...I don't need him anymore." 
Blackwell again starts to say something, but I again cut him off. "Good-bye, Dr. 
Blackwell." And then I hang up. 
Afterwards, I put the pie on the counter and sit at the table next to Joseph. We stare at each 
other silently for a moment, and then I decide to come dean with him. 
"You have to understand, Joe," I say. "They don't have the sympathy that I do. 
They aren't going to understand you. They aren't even going to try. 
"Do you know what I've noticed?" I ask. "They are the problem. They're the ones 
that have to dominate or else. They're the ones that cause all the problems. If they 
could just learn to tolerate the rest of us..." 
Joseph sits there silently. I bite my lip, and say, "If you're different from them, you 
will be eradicated. Trust me. Coexistence isn't in the best interest of all the parties. 
It's in the best interest of the rest of us. We have to do this, we have to placate them, 
or else...or else we're wiped out. 
"That's why I tried to hang around with Jerry. There aren't many people like me, 
you know. People that aren't regular like the rest of Humanity, but aren't crazy. 
People that just...see it all differently. That's all. That's the only thing that separates 
me from them. But it's enough..." 
Joseph sits there sullenly. "I need you," I tell him, "because there isn't anyone else. 
Jerry isn't at all what I thought he would be. I read about him in Blackwell's files, and I 
thought that I had found someone that was different enough without being insane. But 
he's just like the rest of them. He doesn't understand. 
"I tried other ways. There was this toe...It had to be amputated, cast off from the body, 
and it seemed to me like the perfect companion. We were just alike. But Blackwell 
found out, and he took it away from me." 
I pat Joe affectionately. "He's going to take you, too. You need to understand, that they 
will wipe you out. All of you. It's going to happen, unless you do something, give a 
sign of good faith, so that they'll back off. Just stop killing people." 
"I need you here, Joe. I don't want to be alone anymore." 
Blackwell shows up soon, using the spare key that I keep under a flower pot on the 
porch. He stands there and looks from me, to Joe, and then, squinting, he asks, "So 
what's this supposed to be?" I blink sullenly, arms across my chest. Joe mimics my 
attitude. "A tumor," I say softly, "the size of a golf ball." 
Blackwell shakes his head and chuckles. "I see," he says. "You know it has to go." 
"Yes," I say. 
"Good," says Blackwell as he picks up Joseph. "You need to start taking the medication, 
you know." 
"There's nothing wrong with me," I say. "I'm just going to sit here and 
maybe watch some TV later." 
Blackwell nods slowly, then finally says, "Okay then. You know, there's 
nothing I hate more than someone who refuses to listen and learn." 
I shoot a dirty glance at Joe, then tell him that I know exactly what he means. 
Translation Troio Horace's Ode IX 00/2/11:02126-0,4 
You see ow the Soracte stands clothed in deep white snow, 
how the forests strain under their cumbersome load, 
how rivers have stood still, frozen hard. 
Melt winter by piling wood on the hearth and 
being more generous than usual fetch.the four-year old two-eared 
jar of Sabine wine, Thaliarchus. 
Leave all things except pleasure to the gods, who likewise scatter 
the winds while fighting on stormy seas, disturbing 
neither Cypresses nor Old Ash trees. 
Do not ask about what — may happen — tomorrow, and on which days 
fortune will grant favors. Neither as a young boy 
do you reject the affections of a sweet girl nor dances. 
While you are in the bloom of youth, think not of peevish gray. 
Now, seek the military camps, the open spaces and the gentle whispers 
of lovers under night at an arranged hour. 
Also seek the grateful laughter of a girl from a secret corner 
and a token of affection, having been torn from the arms 
or half-heartedly from a finger. 
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His fingers leave ringing trails 
like slender oars dripping silence 
on the closed eyelid of the lake. 
Slowly the mountain's fingers 
part the moonlight in pools of shadow, 
softly unlock the lid of stars, 
draw off the felt covering of silence. 
White petals fall 
into their reflections. 
Decay stirs the leaves beneath his window 
while the landscape composes itself 
to strike the first note. 
thirty three 
In the silhouette of this love 
We swap breath with each other, 
In rumpled waves, behind thin walls, 
Within earshot of the red cardinal, 
Suspended, in the leaf-tassled tree above. 
How silent a breath can be, how 
Measured your cautious kiss, and how slowly 
Our naked knees glisten as we bend to pray. 
Amidst such ardor, such a phantom notion 
Of love, each breath that witnesses 
The sheet falling from the bed, this 
Unexamined moment of futility sits. 
How we long to ache. How precisely 
The flesh reminds us of our presence as 
We pause. How we lacquer ourselves 
With improprieties and awkward mannerisms. 
What can be more awkward than putting 
Our clothes on afterwards? Such pseudo 
Consternations as these, of guilt, passion - 
The very forensics of your touch - 
Is this worth capturing, after all? The sun 
Will still rise, regardless, the birds will still 
Sit watch, waiting to see where we fail. 
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I was a red-spangled spy in Cuba 
for the American government 
but got caught, so I manifested a gun 
and tried to defend myself, but the gun 
was unloaded and everything was empty. Later, 
my partner and I were tied with twisted coat hangers to chairs, 
unable to move, and watched as Fidel Castro approached 
and suddenly pulled a gun, aiming it at my partner, 
pulling the trigger, which was followed by a loud 
click, as the gun wasn't completely assembled, and so, 
my partner remained unharmed and static. Fidel then expertly 
assembled the separate parts of the gun together, 
and inserted a loaded magazine. He pointed the gun 
in my direction and fired. 
Each shot left temporary imprints 
on my eardrums like the bullets might have themselves, 
but the first shot fired only a meaningless shell, 
and so did the second, and the third, and each time 
I twitched as much as my bindings would allow, 
realizing what was happening, but praying 
that every next shot would, for once, contain the real thing. 
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bowl of peaches waits on the table for you 
ext to the dried up roses I left on your window 
he afternoon you pointed out a breeze 
alking across the street with leaves in her hair. 
6 pm 
did not walk around town to waste time. 
Instead, I took off my shirt, sat and lit a candle. 
d I thought: My heart would be made of stone 
f I were a peach, waiting for you to come home. 
7 pm 
t always seems to rain when you are not here. 
y heart leaks back into itself like a candle. 
utside, a breeze walks by with wet hair, 
ater trickles away in all directions. 
8 pm 
I hold my shirt to my nose to hide my expression 
Because now I think the moon is laughing at me. 
9 pm 
A yellow rose is closed up tight 
Like a fist, because your peaceful glances 
Are not here to light the room. 
All I am doing is sitting alone. 
The peaches by the pond swell on the branch. 
The moon flips up his collar and leaves 
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Grin at me because it's sunrise 
and I haven't found my shoes. 
Laugh at me because it's noon 
and I've spilt my lunch 
And before the night has fallen 
I won't have gotten up 
I'll still be lying in my bed 
awaiting her returning. 
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late Wednesday night in the cold clutch of ghosts 
the burning torrent of crumbled plaster 
and flecks of white spackle against 
my face our faces the girl 
from the party the wakeful the dead 
her skin makes my eyes water and bleed 
how lost can I be? 
late Wednesday night, tonight 
the streets haven't gone 
they're inside and everywhere 
late Wednesday night, tonight 
the streets flaked away until sand and rolled 
east in the desert breeze 
stupid I lost my way 
on my way to a party late Wednesday night 
was she there who slept in my blankets all day 
while I drove around town in the storm? 
her burgundy birthmark glowed softly in the low light 
her blood churned like a church whisper, audible hum 
there's something the matter with both our hearts 
I was a drunken terrier in the shifting sand 
late Wednesday night, tonight 
and she was frozen in the wind 
her skin brazed into leather by the stinging friction 
her birthmark scraped away like filthy rust 
the house and the party and the people tumbled 
away and burst into sand climbing 
inside my clothes were all the dead 
civilizations of the world stripped away and smashed 
to ice the deserts and outline the oceans 
fistfuls of dust and she was somehow inside 
her pulverized winesplash scalded my fingers 
like molten black sugar 
could I die unnoticed alone in the sand? 
no one is alone in the sandstorm tonight 
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The sun came up without a word, 
seeping through Forsythia leaves 
while smoke breathed out 
our mouths on frigid February walks. 
I remember seeing the world 
in watercolor, and sunlight in your hair, 
reflecting like the surface 
of the icy river, or the bluebird flying 
in the shadow of the sun. I remember 
smoking cigarettes to stay warm, 
and thinking that I would plant fruit 
trees where our ashes land. 
I remember the ground crushed 
beneath the weight of two clouds parting, 
and thinking the wind was an invitation 
to reconcile my blue heart and the grey sky, 
an invitation to follow the river to the walls of a city, 
where yesterday's headlines and scraps of paper 
dress the ground in torn butterfly wings, 
and the past gets reflected in wine glasses, 
while hope is stopped in a whiskey bottle. 
There is language, at once like thunder, 
before noise was separated into pitch, 
and like a river that carries the future  
in fallen flower petals that float on the surface. 
You said its best to paint the river 
in morning when its quiet, 
when the dawn whispers to the water to wake up. 
I remember drowning on my liquid heart, 
watching your glasslike hand drop 
the paintbrush in the water, 
watching the colors start to bloom. 
forty five 
The Sequoya Review would like to thank Jim Hicks, Linda Gehron, Richard 
Jackson, Earl Braggs, Ken Smith, and Leslie O'Rear. 
  
 
The Sequoya Review is the arts magazine of the University of Tennessee at Chattanooga. Each student may 
submit as many literary or artistic pieces as he/she chooses. The manuscripts are judged and selected by an 
editorial board of staff members. The art is selected in a like manner on the basis of quality and suitability of 
the magazine. The staff reserves the right to edit manuscripts for clarity, grammar, spelling, and punctuation. 
We regret that we cannot publish all submissions. Contributors who need submissions returned may contact 
the editor at sequoya@utc.edu. 
The University of Tennessee at Chattanooga does not discriminate against prospective or current students on 
the basis of sex, handicap, race, color, religion, or national origin pursuant to the requirement of Title IX of 
the Education Amendments of 1972, the Rehabilitation Act of 1973, and other applicable statutes. Inquiries and 
charges of the policy should be directed to Barbara Wofford, Director of Affirmative Action. 

